over. Said the whisky-drinker, 'Let's break
down the gate I* The opium-fiend toasted his
pill, yawned, and said, 'No, let's go to sleep now
and wait till morning/ Then spoke the charas
smoker, inspired by a few drafts from his nar-
ghile : *I have it. Let's crawl through the
keyhole/ "

The charas cougher, like the "snow-sniffer",
addicted to cocaine, in the West, has only a
limited life, and only in the first half is it a merry
one. Under the other sounds of the bazaars of
Central Asia, the coughing of the charasi beats
an irregular rhythm. He coughs and coughs
and coughs, so that he has no time to do any-
thing else. He does not talk ; certainly he does
not think. In the end he is taken to an asylum,
where he finds a row of cbarasis and joins the
chorus of coughers. And instead of the paradise
of which he dreamed, hell is now before him.
In the words of his holy book : "Of tainted
water shall he be made to drink. He shall sup it
and scarce swallow it for loathing, and death
shall assail him on every side, but he shall not
die, and before him shall be a grievous torment."

There go a red-eyed Provindah and a Mongol
Uzbeg from Khokand. They both look as
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